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pulled it out with the intention of using it to try to hammer the
window-board In, when the board was suddenly withdrawn and a
light shone out on my face. The dark outline of one of the girls
appeared in the hole, and on seeing me she screamed and ran back
, to another of the trio whose frightened face I could see in the lamp-
light as she stood with her back against the closed inside door. There
was nQ sign of the third, the tall one, or of Lepinsky.
I hoisted myself up through the hole and jumped down on the
bath-house floor. The girls screamed when I came near them,
momentarily drowning the cries coming from the other room. I
pushed them aside and tried the door to the ante-chamber. It was
locked. Gripping one of the terrified girls by the shoulder, I told her
to be quiet, and asked her what had happened. I had been gone
about ten minutes, she said brokenly, when Lepinsky, suddenly
tiring of talking to them, had announced that he would have his
bath. Glad of the interruption, the girls had accompanied him
inside the room, but the Jew had pushed the tall one back into the
ante-chamber, leaped back himself, and locked the door. Now
Varvara, the tall one, was locked in there with him and he must be
doing something terrible to her, judging by her screams.
I banged as hard as I could on the door and shouted :
"Lepinsky ! Lepinsky I"
There was no answer, only louder screams than ever from the
girl and a mutter of cursing in Lepinsky's voice. I raised my foot and
kicked at the door. The fastening must have been weak for it burst
open at the second kick.
In the middle of the narrow floor stood Lepinsky, hunched like a
wrestler, his eyes bulging, blood pouring down his chin and chest
from his nose, his lips drawn back off his teeth in a vicious snarl, his
hands clenching and unclenching convulsively. Naked as he was, it
was a bestial, obscene, filthy sight.
The girl was on the floor in the corner, also without a stitch of
covering on, her legs and arms outstretched in the attitude in which
she had fallen, her hair hanging around her face, and her mouth
wide open to emit the frenzied screams which her hysterical terror
was forcing out of her. Her eyes stared wildly. She was in the first
stages of a fit
I dashed at Lepinsky and seized his arm.
"Stop it, Lepinsky I Stop it!" I shouted.
He shook me off. Deep scratches ran down his face. The girl was
strong. She must have torn and kicked at him with lunatic fury.
"Lepinsky, leave her alone !" I shouted again, pulling at Ms mm
with my left hand to turn him round to me. My right hand still
gripped my revolver which I had held in it since jumping into the